CHAPTEE XXY.

THE BANKER AND  HIS  DAUGHTER.

TOM and Elsley are safe at Whitbury at last; and
Tom, ere he has seen his father, has packed Elsley
safe away in lodgings with an old dame whom he can
trust. Then he asks his way to his father's new
abode; a small old-fashioned house, with low bay
windows jutting out upon the narrow pavement.

Tom stops, and looks in the window. His father
is sitting close to it, in his arm-chair, his hands upon
his knees, his face lifted to the sunlight, with chin
slightly outstretched, and his pale eyes feeling for the
light. The expression would have been painful, but
for its perfect sweetness and resignation. His counte-
nance is not, perhaps, a strong one; but its delicacy,
and calm, and the high forehead, and the long white
locks, are most venerable. With a blind man's ex-
quisite sense, he feels Tom's shadow fall on him, and
starts, and calls him by name; for he has been expect-
ing him, and thinking of nothing else all the morning,
and takes for granted that it must be he.

In another moment Tom is at his father's side.
What need to describe the sacred joy of those first
few minutes, even if it were possible? But unre-